A Calling 


3:07 


erald of Af Bion 


ONE PEOPLE, ONE CULTURE, ONE NATION 


For the children and the land which 
they are destined to inherit... 


A Calling 


Can you hear your people calling? 
Down from the ages their spirit is calling, 


They've seen your trials and know that you've fallen, 


And in their eyes is seen you lost something, 
Of them. 


Do you hear your people calling? 

Deep down within your soul a calling, 
Telling you your steps are so broken, 

And your whole land is now gone and stolen, 
And what you gave up, 

Will never be enough, 

It's a price that's been too high to pay. 


Can you hear your people calling? 

Out from the past as they know you are falling, 
Their cry threadbare upon the winds 

of the land, 

All they want is for you to keep what's theirs and, 
Those who will follow you, 

Kin of tomorrow, 

For all your tomorrows, 

That won't die or be sorrowed, 

Although the land is borrowed, 

Your place upon is hallowed, 

For all time. 


Children of the Land 


2:45 


No More 
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Song of sorts 


S57 


How did it come to this? The land is no longer our own. Our histories have been polluted and doctored beyond recognition. Our sciences 
have become barren of the truths, which they sought to find. Open to tender, its findings granted only to the highest bidder. As is our 
religious establishments. Reading their falsehoods from censored scripture, that would deny any form of true spiritual enlightenment . 


Our political structure is nothing more than a sham. Headed up by our societies most wretched individuals, who have sold our nation down 
the river and that of their own soul. For a cut in the riches, created by the lands slow demise. Our leaders lay with criminals, start wars and 

bring in laws of pointless oppression and commit the most shameful deeds. Yet walk free from a system of law and order that has long been 
devoid of any sense of morality or justice. Our guardians have slowly become our oppressors and our soldiers willingly go from one war to 

the next. No longer defenders of the nation, but as aggressors and murderers of the innocent. 


We ourselves are usurped. Our sons and daughters encouraged by state to deliver themselves flesh, mind and soul. Unto the hands of 
foreign invaders, who care little for our land or ways. All while being pressganged by "law" into houses of indoctrination, under the guise 
of "free thinking" education. Where the intolerable is enforced as the acceptable and where to use the mind and dare to think for yourself. 
Is regarded the greatest of all sins. Who really don't care if the students leave being able to read, write or perform the most basic of 
mathematics. Who don't care for any form of truth. Just as long as the children leave instilled with the doctrines of established order. 


Our education, along with our media and entertainment, have become nothing but poison for our minds and our souls. And our food and 
drink, poison for our bodies. With all manner of perversions, degenerate behaviour and toxins, passed by "law" as "legal" and "safe". 


What little wealth remains of this land. What little that is left untainted and unstained by this tide, is stolen! By those who call us "friend" 
to our face, but hold a knife at our throats. And would so readily cut without hesitation. 


If even the slightest degree of any of the above was happening in someone elses country. Would you not be at protest? Would you not be 
dismayed and shocked at such devilment? Would you not be in horror at the disgusting actions of such a national institution? So why all 
the silence? 


This is YOUR land... 


Survive 


‘- 3; an : Who will wake up? 
> 
What is it with you white man? Cineam 


Why'd you turn on your clan? 
Favouring the chosen few, 
'Till you no longer knew, 

Not just your history, 

But cultural philosophy, 
ALL GONE! 


Us from jews and their slaves, 
Before the end of our age, 
Condemns your kin to the grave, 
Not racist to survive, 

Not racist to keep kind alive, 
SURVIVE! 


Your land's now full of lies, 
That keep you down until you die, 
YOU'RE DONE! 


There's no agenda, 
Which should render your kin, 
Open to demise, 


! 
Ancestors took a stand, SURVIVE! 


But you mix out your clan, 
Clinging to honeyed words, Ethnic cleansing, 
Of those who cursed our world, : i 

Pee Of white nations so - 
Don't give a care for hate, SURVIVE! 
Or childish leftist racist claims, : 
SO WHAT? 


No more taking, 


Let there be chorus, 


When the ones who do, 
You cannot threaten me, Deplore us 
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Or cry and wail fake bigotry, ; i 
ENOUGH! DON'T SURVIVE! 


SURVIVE! 





ONY Eb 


Standing alone in the pouring rain, 
What is this sight they see? 
Have they gone insane? 


Many walk on by but can't belieye theif'eyes, 
Dripping wet and solitary, standing in defiance, 
Many myths are'ttold ofithis old fellas*kind, 


Is it really? Can it be? 
The last white man alive. 


Raised aloft his pale white crooked hand, 
Beckons forth the crowd to take heéd, 
All the while he stands, 


"Hear my tales of woe from not,so long ago”; 

"Come and hear the fate of how all my kin did fold", 

"A few did say that we deserved all that, Wewéeaped'", 

"But the truth is that our own Kind betfayed all that they could see”, 
"Killing us at Zions whim, whichamost just could not sight", 

"And that is how I came to be the last white manlive". 


The crowd they listen on, and some would stare aghast, 

But others are indifferent to the old mans kindreds past, 
Some would give a wonder at these aspects never told, 

Of how their worldly order had killed.a race so bold, 

And as the old man spoke some finaly understood, 

That the nature of true nations is not borders but it's blood, 
And the lies of their loved masters of the flag of the hex - 


agram had made whites victims, 
And of course they'd all been next. 


Creator up on high, = = ~ 
Why can't you hear your people cr 
The darkest days are here you see, 
For all to see, 

Why do so many weep, 

And sorrow beds them in their sleep, 
How this must look from way up high, 


In your kingdom. 
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When is enough, enough. 


There is much to evils name, 

But have to wonder all the same, 

If anyone of us saved, 

From its wretched hand, 

Can lost sheep change ill ways, 

When what is known is hid away, 
Since the children all went and strayed, 
From the kingdom. 


There's no sheperds to trust. 


Where's hope now in darkening days, 
When all the world turns ashen grey, 
And evil cheers as all good fades, 
From the kingdom. 


Children of the Land 


Can you see yourself, 

In a land so free? 

Yet the truth it sees you accept with ease, 
Your own slavery, 

In debt for all you should own, 

As you work forusury, 

While the riches of the world. around, 
Lay beyond what you see. 


Not things of gold, or what can be sold, 
Should tear the land from out your soul, 
Though with your eyes turned, 

So the future wanes, 

From the children of the land. 


How can you stand and say, 

We're in a land so free? 

When the politicians make war on us, 
By their own masters needs, 
Degenerate, through imposed law, 
Our whole society, 

The one our forefathers held in trust, 
For the children of the land. 


Abandoned to yet godless faiths, 

That declare "they're" the only way, 
And with that truths gone without trace, 
And so left behind just a stain, 

Upon which stands the mark of Cain. 


Creator out in the sky, 

How can you see the people cry? 
Upon these lands too many die, 
For the chosen ones, 

Is this all we can crave, 


What's this life worth when all are slaves, 


The endless death and no one saved, 
In their kingdoms, 

How is it that we're so rich? 

When all some do is serve their itch, 
And take from all every damn stitch, 
Of the kingdom, 

Lord upon the cosmic seas, 

These lands are cursed, 

And we're not free, 

But no one says, and no one sees, 
There is freedom. 


From nationhood to victimhood, 
And broken from our bonds of blood, 
Our riches in anothers hand, 
Now we're on stolen land, 

Cos the ones of old, 

To the modern fold, 

Who dictate to us, 

What we're told, 

So we must give all that we have, 
So they can steal the land, 

Their game is shown, 

But they don't own, 

What life gives free, 

You must atone, 

Take back your home, 

For futures hope, 

And the children of the land. 


Home 


Hey Europes sons, iS your time done here? 
Now strangers devour,of,your home, 

Our lands ransacked whilst many sleep’on, 
By’the tim@ most wake; we'll have'no honie, 
Losing our home, 

Homey 


In apaātħy.ðùr'natiorñs dwindle; 
Mistaking peace imtimes,of war, 

Told that we, must aecept aygreat change, 
But these changes huft all the more, 
Killing our home, 

Home. 


Standup 'foreall is rent asufider, 

No more. dsislaves, but men of worth, 
One people, one culture, one nation, 
The only cry that sees us home, 
Bringing us home - home, 

Keeping us home - home, 

In our own home - home, 

This is our home - home, 

The blood of our home - home, 
Making a home - home. 


Have we as men now 

When all that's.right, is lead astr 

From the kingdom, 

For it seems how it's to be, 

But how can we be judged of thee? 
When most were broken long before, 
We could even see, 

Creator hear our plight, 

Deliver us another Christ, 

Just as the first and of 1889, 

For the kingdom, 

Maybe then folk would asway, 

And break the dawn to a brand new day, 
And all our wrongs learned pave the way, 
To a new kingdom... 


No More 


Would some one please tell me just what the hell's gone wrong, 


I am a stranger here, in what should be our home, 
How we came to this beggars belief for some, 
Whilst the rest of us seem content with this slum, 
What was once a nation now a petty state, 
Leading some to say it's already too late, 

But with heart and mind and steel to face this tide, 
And to know that all we fight for's yet to die. 


This is our land but the country is no more, 
No more. 


It's not said lightly these lands are nought but name, 
Whilst the filth on high would wish us all replaced, 
Servants of the dark and paid up useful slaves, 

Work behind a wall and plot to end our days, 

The truth by which opression rises from their dens, 

And the blasphemous ways passed from lesser men, 

The law of man reeks of contempt poured from their pens, 
Which now our swords must break, 

So we can live again. 


This is our land but the country is no more, 
No more. 





No More (continued) 


No more politicians, no more immigration, 
No more ruination, at the hands of the traitors, 
No more will we fall for the liars dark calls, 
That call upon our blood to fall, 

That sneak upon us in our halls, 

And preach that it's for our own good, 

To bring about an endless flood, 

That washes clean this land of us, 

No more, no more the only call, 

That should be heard within our walls, 
And so retreat from Satans sons, 
Depriving them, our hard earned funds, 
They have abused for oh so long, 

And taken all from everyone, 

The two things that we truely need, 

Our land and the right of our seed, 

And the light of the trinity, 

Between man, land, God, should it be, 

The law of what is meant to be, 

In counter of what we've been told, 

The law of lies born from what's old, 

From those that seek nought but revenge, 
And so all evil does decend, 

What's white so's black, what's wrong so's right, 


Song of Sorts 


"We have to make people, lift their eyes back to the horizon. And see the line 
of ancestors behind us saying, "make my life have meaning". 

And to our inheritors before us saying, "create the world, we will live in"... 
We're not just holding jobs and having dinner... 


We are in the process of building a future..." 


One People, One Culture, One Nation was recorded over a period of seven months, 
between 2013 - 2014. All music written, arranged and performed by Herald of Albion. 
Sleeve design, HoA logo & photography by Herald of Albion. All sound capture, 
recording, engineering and sampling by Herald of Albion. 


Special thanks to the family for their patience (which was tested), during the eighteen 
months it took to write and record this album. 


Also thanks to : John Hardon, Joe, Kev, Lar and Glorious Gloria for their most 
valuable help, insight and inspiration . 


Taa Very much 
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Our people lost unto this shite, 

And all that's now called decency, 
Has brought us down upon our knees, 
‘Till kin blinded for they can't see, 


Above the rise this evil breeds, f f : en 
No More... No guitars were harmed in the making of this album 


Recorded on location upon the land my fathers, Yorkshire, England. 


THE HERALD WILL RETURN... 


Herald of Albion 


an 
y . 


m Out of the ashes of the old kingdoms. The children of Albion 
co | | H G S0 i H | shall risď anew, to reclaim that which has been taken... 
ESE l 


mpor country is desolate, your cities are burned with fire: Your land, strangers 
devour it in your presence, and itis desolate as overthrown by strangers" 

- isaiah 1:7 
"Thy sons and thy daughters shall be given unto another people, and thine eyes 
Shall look, and fail with longing for them all the day long: and there shall be 

no might in thine hand. The fruit of thy land, and all thy labours, shall a nation 
which thou knowest not eat up, and thou shalt only be oppressed and crushed 
away. So Thou shalt be mad for the sight of thine eyes which thou shalt see" 

- Deuteronomy - 28:32 -34 
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